the halls, towers and entrances, the yards,
big and little, exclaiming in ecstasy:

"Oh my! Just look! It's fine, upon my
word it is! What a place, Anton Semyono-
vich! Won't the fellows be pleased! It's
fine, my word it is! How many chaps could
live here, d'you think? A thousand?"

According to my calculations eight hundred
chaps could be housed.

"And could we manage them? Eight
hundred! They'd be mostly from the streets,
I suppose. And all our commanders are at
the Rabfak."

There was no time to wonder whether we
would have been able to manage them or
not, and we went on. In the backyard the
commune was in charge and had made a sad
mess of things. The vast stable was full of
manure heaps, and, standing about among
the manure heaps without bedding and neg-
lected, were a few sorry nags, with protruding
ribs and soiled rumps, many of them showing
bald patches. The enormous hog house was
riddled with holes, there were very few pigs
in it, and those but poor specimens. On the
frozen mounds of the yard, neglected carts,
seed drills, wheels and spare parts were lying
about in utter confusion, and over all there
seemed to be a layer of savage, stupefying
solitude. Only in the hog house did we meet
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